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Leftovers 
"Daddy, nof 
With his arm twisted behind his back, David was hauled from the yard and back into the house. He'd been 


outside, admiring the view and soaking up the sun, when his lover had returned. Everything had been fine until 


James had checked the fridge. 


Dinner the previous evening had been an almost gourmet meal of beef. Cooked by James, they'd enjoyed by 
candlelight before spending the rest of the night enjoying one another. The leftovers had been kept for the 
following day. 


And David had been hungry. 


Tears streamed down his face and his body ached as he was dragged from one room to the next. His feet 


tangled beneath him, only for James to catch him and heave him upright when he tripped. 


The lounge would normally have been a space where they relaxed together. Curled up on the couch, they'd 


listen to music, watch movies, or just savour the warmth of a fire in winter. But now it was something else 


and David kicked at the man behind him. 
"Nol Daddy, no! I'm sorry! | didn't mean to!" 


His arm was yanked and he was turned to face the arm of the couch. In a nearby mirror, he could see James 


and, boy, did the other man look pissed. 


They'd met at an industry party when David had been twenty-three. Now twenty-seven, he was thirty years 
James' junior and an integral part of the Metallica family. Their relationship hadn't been love at first sight. 
Both clutching glasses of sparkling water, they'd sat in a corner of the party and talked sobriety, love, life, and 
everything in between Both of them had just left relationships; David from a fiery redhead and James from a 
man who'd done little more than treat him as an ATM. David had been working for Guitar Center while James, 


obviously, was still taking on the world. 


As the evening had come to a close, they'd exchanged numbers and promised to keep in touch. Emails, phone 
calls, and postcards from far flung places. David had hung every card and note on his wall, often plucking them 
down after a long day dealing with customers. Over time, their friendship blossomed and, when James returned, 


David had taken a trip to Colorado. 


It was a trip that he'd never regretted. Not even as hands fumbled with the button of his jeans. Sweat prickled 


the back of his neck and his hand was swatted away when he went to run a hand beneath his long hair. 
"You didn't have to eat those!" James bellowed. "There was other food for you!" 


His voice was as intimidating as his spread-leqged stance. No one, not even David, argued with him when those 
squared shoulders came out. David nodded and lowered his head. There was a lump in his throat and tears 


began to mist his eyes. 


He sometimes wondered if James would ever up and leave. The past few years had been kind to them and, 
while it didn't show on David's body, it definitely did on James’. His hair, now silver, had grown and curled into 
the nap of his neck. The paunch of his stomach could no longer be hidden beneath jeans. No matter what he 
looked like, David adored him and worshipped his body as though it was the first day they'd met. 


And, of course, he'd deliberately eaten the leftovers. Both of them knew that. He'd been jonesing for some play 
and there had been little time for it with James coming and going. Not that David minded him being away. Time 
apart only made the heart grow fonder, and the dick grow harder. 


Which his most definitely was as his tight black jeans were settled on his thighs. 
"Please don't hit mel" he whined. "I won't do it again | promise." A strong hand was placed on his shoulders, 


forcing him to bend at the waist and spread himself over the arm of the couch. "Daddy, no! Please, no! I'm 


sorry!" 


The tears were real, as was the ache in his groin. His cock was pressed against the padded couch, teasing and 


tormenting him with promises of what was to come. 


Kicking his legs, he cried a little harder and was, thankfully, rewarding with a hard smack across his bared ass 


cheeks. He wailed and rubbed a hand into his eyes, determined to be the brat that James so loved. 


"You're getting exactly what you deserve, David. And no amount of pleading, or apologising, or fake tears is 


gonna change my mind. Understood?" 


David shook his head and cried louder. His voice echoed around the large room and, behind him, he could hear 


James becoming frustrated. There was the soft sound of a belt being drawn from loops and David howled. 
"No! Daddy, please no! Not the belt. I'm begging you! | didn't mean to eat that food! Please don't do this!" 


"Be quiet!" His ass was backhanded, causing him to cry even harder. Yet the pain was delicious. Deviant and 


delicious and a sign of other things to come. 


‘lm gonna give you six," James continued. "More if you keep up this disgusting display. l'm not gonna give into 


your crying. You're a brat, David And you know what brats get" 


Forcing himself to lie still, David listened to his breathing. He tried to quieten it as his hands curled into the 
plump, overstuffed cushions of the couch. From his vantage point, he was able to see straight out of the 
window and to the wooded hills beyond. Hills that James and himself had walked so many times. They knew the 
hills like the backs of their hands, often creeping up them under the cover of darkness so that they could take 
in the clear, star-speckled nights. 


His cock twitched with anticipation and David shifted slightly to accommodate it. He knew that James was 
standing behind him, the belt folded in his hands, as he waited for David to drift off into the delightful space 
that he loved. 


The belt suddenly snapped across his ass, pulling him from the dream world that he'd been falling into. A wail 
of pain tore from his lungs as his body reared up from the couch. David was determined not to move. He'd 


take the six and be done with it. 


But once the pain began to subside, oh, how delightful it was. Sinking back to the arm of the couch, David 
repositioned himself to try and get relief for his painfully hard cock. Placing both feet on the floor, he 
straightened his legs and made sure that he was properly presented. The pleasure, and the subsequent rush of 
endorphins, raced through him and David took several deep, trembling breaths. 


He knew that James would measure them out. Some would come quickly while others would be several minutes 


apart. There was no predicting when, nor where, they'd land. 


The second one sliced into the plump swell of his ass. David balled his hands into the couch, his hips snapping 


against the curved surface. There was nothing more he could do but hang on, not move, and take the beating. 


It had been a long time since their play had escalated to such a place and David was happy. His head swam and 
he sank deeper into the comfortable, blissed out feeling. Strike number three caused him to twitch while he 


was completely still by number four. 


Number five, seemingly harder than the previous four, caught him on his supple sit spot. Lightning singed 
through David and stars burst behind his eyes as he reared up. He wailed as his body tightened, his orgasm 
finally taking over as he erupted over the couch. Not one to miss a beat, James quickly caught David with the 
sixth, and final, stroke, heightening the feelings that flooded through him. 


Sinking back to the couch, David allowed himself to float. The room around him had faded to nothing, leaving a 
velvety-warm darkness in its place. His ass throbbed with the last whispers of the belt. But David knew that, 
come morning, the pain would have faded to a delicious ache and a handful of bruises. He'd missed these 
moments. The previous months had been filled with coming and going, with James being away, and with him 
being stuck at a desk several thousand miles away. Sometimes he went on tour. Sometimes he stayed at home. 
This time around, and with so much happening, David had stayed home so that he could keep the other man's 
life, and diary, as straight as possible. 


Now they had a couple of months off from the world. A couple of months to gorge themselves on good food 


and hide away from the world until Metallica were once more called to the stage. 
Somewhere, amid the bliss, he felt a hand gently come to rest in his back. "Baby?" 


David mumbled something and tried to lift his head. He didn't want to get up yet, too happy and too chilled out 


to move. 
"Baby, you okay?" 


"Yeah," he finally mumbled with a heavy, calm voice. Lifting his head was an effort but he did so in order to 
smile at James. "Absolutely perfect. Thank you." 


Arms wound around him and carefully lifted him to his feet. David sank against James, happy to finally have 
the other man close again. His long, honey-coloured, hair was damp with sweat and his body had that ache 
that came only from their play sessions. As he leaned against James, the other man reached around to pull his 
jeans up and fasten them once more. His lover had lost the ferocious attitude that he'd stormed into the 
house with. His face was softer, sweeter, and his blue eyes a shade lighter. 


Wrapping his arms around James’ neck, David tangled his fingers in the silver curls that lay in his neck and 


gave him the gentlest of kisses. He was rewarded with a deep, chesty purr. 


"Missed you," he murmured. 


"Missed you, too." 


With a teasing smile, David slid his hand down to James' groin and gave it a gentle squeeze. "Something you 


want?" 

The maniac who'd once raged his way around the world was long gone. James had grown and, with it, he'd 
become the sensitive sweetheart he was always meant to be. A sweetheart who David found himself falling a 
little deeper in love with every day. 


The smile that he gave David was one of pure love. "Later. Maybe." 


"Ill hold you to that." He sighed and pressed himself closer, his hands still tangled in the other man's hair. "Oh, 


about dinner tonight. I've ordered from that restaurant you love. Tavern On The Square." 


Those blue eyes sparkled with sheer joy and David couldn't help but wrap himself tighter around the older 


man. Kisses were pressed to his forehead and a large, guitar calloused hand tangled in his hair. 
"You do love mel" James softly exclaimed. 


Giving him another kiss, David gently replied, "I'll always, always love you, from now until the end of time." 


